SAFE CUSTODY

"Stop that gong, for God's sake: and send the
sentry to me."
Behind me, with the roar of a bull, Palin translated
his words.
As I entered the gallery the deafening clamour
ceased, to be succeeded by the unmistakable sound
of a heavy blow upon wood.
" The postern ! " cried Hubert, " You two go that
way and I'll go this."
As we ran the way we had come I heard Palin
talking to himself.
" No rehearsal: no orders: no nothing. It serves
us damned well right."
I shall never forget the scene in the long stone
passage which gave to the postern door. The way
along which we had stolen three nights before was
now alive with servants variously armed. Pistol in
hand, Stiven and the sentry stood on either side of the
door of the room by which we had entered, from which
was coining the sound of splintering wood. Beyond
Stiven was crouching Sarem, with one hand grasping
a shot-gun and the other outstretched as though to
enjoin the indignant posse behind him to bide its
time.
As we came up, Hubert thrust his way through
the press.
"Ask the sentry what happened, Andrew."
The man had been on the ramparts and, looking
over the battlements before he withdrew had seen
the flash of a torch on the postern steps. At once he
had run and sounded the fire-alarm.
" This may be a feint," said my cousin. " John,
you and Andrew get back to the other side. Take
five of these fellows with you and post them as you
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